
6 Winter  2008       edible east end

grist 
for the mill

EDIBLE EAST END
EDITOR

Brian Halweil

PUBLISHER
Stephen Munshin

CONTRIBUTORS
Joan Bernstein
Emily Brooks

Randee Daddona
Marilee Foster
Peter Garnham
Brian Halweil
Pat Marlowe

Mary Morgan
Carrington Morris

Lindsay Morris
Stephen Munshin

Geraldine Pluenneke
Lenn Thompson
Laura B. Weiss

E.L. Wyves

BY MAIL
PO Box 779

Sag Harbor, NY 11963
Telephone: 631-537-4637
info@edibleeastend.com
www.edibleeastend.com

ADVERTISING CONTACT
Mary Morgan

323-2320
mary@edibleeastend.com

LETTERS
To write to the editor, use the

address above or, for the quickest
response, e-mail us: 

info@edibleeastend.com

Edible East End is published five times
a year by Edible East End LLC. All
rights reserved. Subscription rate is $35
annually. Call the number above to
inquire about advertising rates, dead-
lines, or subscription information, or
email us at ads@edibleeastend.com. No
part of this publication may be used
without written permission by the pub-
lisher. © 2007. Every effort is made to
avoid errors, misspellings, and omis-
sions. If, however, an error comes to
your attention, please accept our sincere
apologies and notify us. Thank you.

The desire I have to stay inside, cook potato soup, and stoke the woodstove could have some-
thing to do with the three-week-old girl that just moved in with my wife, Sarah, and me. If
Sarah was struck by the urge to nest as her pregnancy peaked, then we were both infected when
the baby arrived. 

Friends and family sanctioned this reclusiveness by decorating our porch with still-warm
crocks of homemade soup and still-moist loaves of bread, a generous reminder that—as much as
we like to cook—our time should be spent getting to know the baby. It helps that a cold
November and daylight savings time mean there’s not much gardening left to do. Staying inside
conserves energy. A warm, well-fed mother means a warm, well-fed daughter. 

But new parents are not alone in turning their attention inward. 
Farmers and gardeners use the winter break to recover and

plan for next year, repair and tune equipment, prune orchards,
clean up the rougher fields, and order seeds. For Ken Ettlinger,
one of the nation’s leading seed breeders, winter is spent drying
and storing and cataloging the dozens of varieties of seed he
saves each year from his plots in Flanders. His store room of
thousands of vegetable varieties—from Asian long beans to sun-
flowers to fennel—offers a hedge against a homogenous global
food culture (p. 46).

When the grapevines go dormant, winemakers recede to their
cellars, where what once covered acres is refined down to the
space of barrels. This is even the case at Roanoke Vineyard in Riverhead, the East End’s westernmost
producer, whose warmer growing conditions mean an exclusive focus on red wines (p. 36). And, at
the Long Island Meadery, medieval buff Paul Holm transforms the summertime sugar-gathering
efforts of bees (great nesters, by the way) into alcohol, hoping to revive both an ancient drink and a
respect for the animals who helped produce it (p. 26).

Farm stands remain open only by offering produce protected within greenhouses (p. 33); root
crops that nestle in the fields; pickled cauliflower, corn relish and other preserves (p. 8); or apples
and pears that stay crisp in cool barns waiting for the cider mill and pie bakers (p. 52). 

When Springs writer Evan Harris embarked on several years of learning how to cook—“No
more not cooking,” she called her series of culinary mini-epics—she hoped to not only resolve a
personal concern that her husband was the only adult in the house that could cook for their chil-
dren, but to use cooking as a bridge to her friends and family (p. 40). Her newfound skills yield-
ed nourishment—literally, but also emotionally.

For Linda Serbu and Alfred Vrang, a cooking-couple from Brooklyn, the nesting urge culmi-
nated in producing a harvest dinner at Garden of Eve organic farm in Aquebogue, guided entirely
by what was ripening in the fields (see cover and p. 66). Like some culinary vortex, the locavore
movement (named the word of the year by the Oxford English Dictionary) celebrates those pleasures
right under our noses, and positions food as a tool for political, ecological or personal change.  

So, like a new child, the ostensibly tiny, inner workings of a seed, a meal, and a bottle of wine
end up having massive implications. 

Brian Halweil
Editor
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